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Article 3

UNTITLED STORY
Karen Feldkamp
I went to a movie the other night, and saw something
about a prostitute who turned good and went into orthopedics
and gave little k~ds a bath. She threw in the towel after
some guy got her drunk and shaved her head. Luckily, she
waited till it grew back before she applied at the hospital.
I walked out in the middle of it, when one little boy that
was a patient of hers broke into three verses of "Mommy
Dear" - off key. I just couldn't take anymore.
I walked out into the street, and it was still dark.
Nothing had changed while I was gone. The movie put me .
in a constipated mood. I didn't know whether to just sit
and wait patiently for something to happen, or run around
the block a few times to get something moving. I started
walking, dragging my feet to kill time, and wear out the
toes of my P. F. Fliers. My mother bought them for me,
and I always have hated the color.
All of the sudden there's a dog walking with me. , He
must have popped up out of the sidewalk. He had something
in his mouth, so I decided to get something to eat. I
knelt down besiae the dog, trying to pry his mouth open
to get some suggestions, but his stubbornness and rapid
take-off around the corner left me a failure. He broke
the skin on my thumb a little, and dented the nail, but
I could probably cover that with nail polish. Luckily I
had left the bandage on that callous on the palm of my
left hand that was peeling a couple of weeks ago, so I
transferred it to my thumb, which needed more immediate
first aid than the callous. It wasn't bleeding, but ybu
never know when it might decide to start. I was so mad
at the dog by that time, I decided I was really going to
eat somthing fattening. I stormed down the street to the
time of a Sousa march, arms swinging with bent elbows, anp
hands clenched in fists. I got so carried away for a
minute, I socked myself in the jaw, and bit my tongue. I
nearly tore the door down of the first coffee shop I got
to, like Matt Dillon. I took a seat in one of the booths,
as everyone stared at my powerful entrance. The waitress
come over to me almost before I sat down. She was a fat
old lady, with a roll above her fat stomach, a hairnet,
and a pink uniform. She looked like the owner's wife.
Maybe it was her smile. She said "Hello" and handed me
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a menu. She looked like a sweet old lady, her small
mouth rounded upward, her happy eyes softened by her
gray hair. I asked her if they had any desserts. As
she leaned over me to point them out, she jabbed the
metal-tipped corners of the other menues in her hand
into the side of my head, but she apologized so sincerely,
making wrinkles in her forehead and around her eyes, that
I wasn't very mad.
I wasn't thirsty, so I just had an extra large piece
of chocolate cake, to get even with that dog. It tasted
good, although it was a little crummy and dry, but the
frosting lubricated it some. There was still time
before the stores closed, so when I finished, I put
fresh lipstick on. My hands tightened around the mirror
to nearly crush it. I gasped when I saw the reflection
of my mouth-chocolate cake crumbs all over, spotting,
pitting my teeth. It looked like a picnic tablecloth
during an ant raid. My hands got cold. Beads of
perspiration broke out on my forehead and in the bends
of my arms. I looked around frantically~oh 'Gd9, no
toothpicks, not even a half a stick of Dentyne. It
was a fate worse than death. How could I ever smile at
anyone again?
She brought me my check, and said she hoped I
enjoyed the cake. Then she leaned over to tell me in
a quiet, confidential way that she gave me more than
she was supposed to, and don't tell her husband, or he'd
take her car keys away. She smiled so motherly and
genuinely that her eyes got bluer. I almost started
to smile back, but how could I? If I could have at
least burped, to let her know I was grateful. She had
a puzzled look and a tilted head when I didn't say
anything. I wanted to leave that place, so I wouldn't
have to face her, that I banged my knee under the table,
ripped most of the hair off of it when it stuck to a
fresh wad of gum, and tore the sleeve on my coat trying
to pull it from the corner of the table where it had
caught. Needless to say, I had everyone's undivided!
attention again as I fumbled to the door with my coat
on inside out.
The idea of going to a store nearly turned my
stomach sideways. I just wanted to go home and watch
TV, or make some macaroni salad by myself. I ran about
four blocks, but finally slowed down when I realized
I was kicking myself every time I ran a step. I brushed
the footprints off of the back of my coat, and walked
briskly, with my nose pointing to the sidewalk the rest
of the way to the bus stop.
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It was just my luck to not have the correct change,
so I handed the dri~my money. He dropped my fare
into the deposit box for me, and handed me my change.
I said, "Thank you," he smiled so that his gums showed,
but it faded quickly when he saw my straight face. My
heao began to ache a little. How' could I explain to him
that . I ~«lked out in the middle of a lousy show and met
thi.s dog, c;~.nd so I had a piece of chocqlate cake, and
now all the crumbs are in between my teeth and it looks
like ants, and I don't even have half a stick of Dentyne,
and that's why I didn't smile. He'd never believe t:hat
one, so I quickly sat down in one of the side seats
that face the aisle. He left the corner like a kamikaze
pilot, so that by the time he slowed down for the red .
light, I had slid three-quarters of the way off of the
leather seat. The greasy pole didn't make my ascent
any less con~picuous.
I heard some giggling ·and babbling from one of the
seats near me, turned to look, and saw that it was a
pink little girl about two years old. She caught my eye
with her smiling, happy yipes, screeches, and yells, and
her swinging arms. She looked at me, flapping her arms
up and down in f~ont of her like a seal or a defo·-tmed
bird, and gigled with playful growls and squeals, like
an old Theresa Brewer record. I looked at her, trying
to smile on the right side only, so my teeth wouldn't
show. Oh, if only I had a toothbrush, I wouldn't even
care what color. She kept waving her arms and babbling.
Then she hit her bonnet and tilted it over one eye. She
had everyone on the bus captured, laughing and sharing
her fun. I was so frantic by this time, I started to
pick my teeth with my fingernails. It was too late.
I got off at my stop. As the bus pulled away, I could
hear the iaughter fade as the exhaust shot into my face.
The choking gassy smell lingered with me, and the dark
stre.et looked so empty and infinitely black, as it
swallowed me.
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